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daughters. They would weave up the river through the big and
little craft, on gala occasions going as far as High Bridge. If they
were becalmed, "Captain" George, seated at the stern and
quietly puffing on his cigar, would use a trick he learned as a
youngster, taking one oar and propelling and steering the boat
by sculling. Although he loved these hours on the water, he took
time to relax in this manner far too infrequently. The boat was
given up.
One day he came home with a gift brought to him from Para-
guay/ a small covered basket, from which there came weird
noises. After the assembled family had guessed the contents
correctly, George opened the basket and a beautiful little
Capuchin monkey jumped to his shoulder. The monkey was a
lady and her name was Cleopatra, and they should not have re-
ferred to her as "hinT—only they always did. Cleopatra loved
his master even as that other little monkey, back in the days
before the mast, had loved him. The animal had, among other
accomplishments, an uncanny way of sensing when the master
was arriving home, either from The Standard office or from a
lecture tour. Long minutes before the key was heard in the latch,
Cleo was waiting in the front hall. Leaping to his master's
shoulder, one paw grasping the tawny beard and the other
holding an ear lobe, the monkey would ride about chattering all
the "gossip" of the household.
The Georges were "at home" informally on Sunday evenings.
A dozen or twenty friends usually were expected, but sometimes
as many as forty guests arrived. And then the celebrated George
chocolate would emerge for distribution distinctly pale in color,
the whipped cream as sparse as soapsuds on a small boy's wash-
rag. The most intimate of the guests were secretly requested to
show a dislike for macaroons, which usually were in short
supply.
On one of these very crowded occasions, Mrs. George asked
one of Jennie's beaux to find Cleo and put him to bed—Mrs.
George remembering that in a moment of misplaced enthusiasm
the monkey had bitten a chunk out of a perfectly good little
niece, Alice George. To humor the animal, who objected
raucously at being penned up by a stranger, the young guest
parted with his best lead pencil. After that all was peace and
quiet in the George basement for the remainder of the night.
But next morning, in the crate bed, splinters of wood were all
that could be found of what had once been a lead pencil, while

